of Sciences; L. S. Pontryagin is a corresponding member,
and Kantorovich is a professor.
"What infinite talent our people must possess to be able,
at the first call, to send a whole army division of young
people to the outposts of science!
Recalling this prewar competition, one cannot help
reflecting on the joy of research; whoever engages in it and
knows the joy of learning new things about the world around
us will never abandon it.
But in addition to the prize winners at this competition,
we want to speak about those who, even younger than these
competitors, were the runners-up of these young scientists.
We learned the name of one of these very young ones
at the time we read about the above-mentioned competition.
It is Mikhail Solomakha, and he himself, no doubt, first
realized that he was a naturalist researcher in those, for
him, trying and anxious days of the summer of 1936. He
was then a pupil in the sixth grade at School 109 in Kharkov;
and some plants he had growing on an experimental plot
had wilted and looked as though they had been eaten by rust.
He had grown these plants from the seeds of a wheat-
couch-grass hybrid that had been sent him in a small box
by the Saratov PI ant-Breeding Station. They were peculiar
plants, with narrow leaves, strangely resembling both wheat
and the weed, but he knew them inside out, as it were; and
it was with joy that he had watched them gaining strength
day after day and more and more boldly pushing up from the
black-earth of the experimental plot. But now they were
wilted, and drooping.
. It would have been an easy thing to water the plot to
cevive them; but that would have spoiled the experiment.
These hybrids were supposed to be extraordinarily tenacious
aad immune: to all hardships, including drought!
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